Chapter 1: 


It was a dark, stormy night in the underworld. Thunder clapped, and rain shook upon the castle 
of the once great king. A castle, and a nation, in great turmoil. 


Monster Kid: Who's there? 

Snowdrake: Nay, answer me. Stand and unfold yourself. 
“Stand and unfold yourself’? Who talks like this? 

Rudy: Cut! 


The dimmed lights of the stage turned bright as the director closed the take. Members and crew 
waiting in the wings could make an audible groan that carried through the gymnasium. 


Monster Kid: Damn it Snowy! How hard is it to read off the script? 
Snowdrake: It’s hard when the script is stupid! | mean who writes this stuff, seriously? 


Rudy: Shakespeare, Snowdrake, Shakespeare. If you don’t want to read it kid, then you can just 
leave! 


Rudolph Holiday reached for the cup of coffee beside his director’s chair, only to find it was 
empty after the day’s failed dress rehearsal. It took a great amount of effort and willpower for 
him to resist the urge to toss it across the room, willpower he no longer had. 

Snowdrake: Hey, watch it! 

Snowdrake and Monster Kid ducked for Rudy’s barrage. 

Rudy: That’s it! We’re done for today! Everyone, go home! 

The cast and crew slowly poured out onto the stage, breathing a sigh of relief. Talking amongst 
themselves as they all shuffled out the room. Asgore meanwhile approached the director, head 
in his hand. 

Asgore: When’s our next practice going to be, Rudy? 


Rudy: Asgore, buddy, I’m getting the impression there shouldn’t be another practice. 


Asgore: Huh? What do you mean? 


Rudy: | mean this whole production is a mess! Half the time we can barely get past Act 1 Scene 
1, and when we can, we can’t get much further than that! And with only a few months to go... 
Asgore: Can't we push it back? 

Rudy: Push it back? No way pal, not happening. | barely managed to convince the old ball and 
chain | could do this, now | have to grovel and say | need more time? I'll never hear the end of 
it... 


Asgore: | see... 


Asgore silently stepped away from the director’s chair, and followed everyone else into the hall. 
Where they were waiting. 


Susie: Well? What did he say? 

Asgore: He says that, we might have to abandon the production. 
From the hall erupts cheers. 

Monster Kid: Quiet guys! We don’t want him to hear. 


Susie: Alright, now that’s what I’m talking about! | told you guys, it’s easy, just act so bad that no 
one wants to work with you. Worked like a charm in drama class. 


Asgore: But... he seemed pretty upset... 
Toriel: How do you mean? 


Asgore: | think... he really wanted to put on this play. Y’know, for the town. He’s really upset he'll 
have to tell the mayor that he’s given up... 


The cheery crew becomes more drab and dreary, as those within it are split between their desire 
to not act and the pain in seeing Rudy defeated. 


Toriel: Oh, that poor thing. An idiot on the one hand, who can never take “no” for an answer. But 
| suppose that’s what makes him admirable. 


Monster Kid: Yeah, | felt bad about Snowy getting the same lines wrong every time. | kinda 
wanted to say more of mine... 


Susie: Wait, guys, seriously? After everything, we want to start actually trying now??! 


The quiet murmurs and discontent erupt into more conversation and argument, as guilt turns to 
shame, and shame to drive. 


Asgore: We have to do this right, for Rudy! 

Snow Drake: No way! Nuh uh, | couldn’t get it right even if | tried at this point! 
Catti: Well then maybe try harder... 

Snow Drake: What did you say? 

Rudy: Easiest con I’ve ever played. 


The director remained in his chair, looking not as his palm, or hoof, but rather the hallway where 
he could hear the debate in full. 


Rudy: It’s one thing to be upset. But by pretending to be upset, you can bring out things from 
people they would’ve otherwise kept from you. Feigning sadness, yes, that is how | have gotten 
them right where | want them. Thank you for the heads up, good Hamlet. 

Berdly: Oh, would it t'were any trouble, oh wise Polonius. 


Rudy sighs. 


Rudy: Don’t make me regret giving you the part. 


Chapter 2: 
Polonius: Give him this money and these notes, Reynaldo. 
Reynaldo: | will, my lord. 


Polonius: You shall do marvelous wisely, good Reynaldo, Before you visit him, to make inquire 
Of his behavior. 


Reynaldo: My lord, | did intend it 


Polonius: Marry, well said, very well said. Look you, sir, Inquire me first wnat Danskers are in 
Paris; And how, and who, what means, and... 


Susie: What the heck is this guy even saying? 

Rudy: Susie! 

Production had been going well in the week since Rudy’s play-depression. Progress was being 
made, either through guilt or by buying people off with the roles they desired. Susie however, 
was still being troublesome. 

Susie: He just goes on and on... like, we get it dude. 

Rudy: He’s meant to be ridiculous, funny. A comedic relief. 

Susie: People thought this was funny? 

Berdly: Dear Susie, | understand how this may not appeal to your, ahem, developed humour. 
But this is the very foundations upon which our humour is built upon! We must study and revere 
the old masters, understand their ways. 


Susie: | can’t wait until the part where | kill you. 


Berdly: Well, if you bothered to read the script Laertes, then you know that Hamlet takes you to 
the grave with him! So a-ha! 


Rudy: We’re never going to get to that scene if you people keep interrupting! Eugh, | need to 
take a load off, take five. 


The cast and crew scattered and dispersed upon Rudy’s announcement, while Rudy himself 
rose from his chair to get more coffee from the faculty lounge. 


Noelle: Y-Y’know Kris, this is all a lot more stressful than | thought it would be... 


Kris nods, taking off their headset and descending from the light booth. 


Noelle: | don’t know why | asked my dad if | could be Ophelia.. I-I’ve never even acted in 
anything before! And now we only have three weeks to go... 


Kris places a reassuring hand on Noelle’s shoulder, comforting the nervous doe. 


Noelle: Thanks Kris. Dad told me what happens and, | mean, it sounded so cool! But me and 
Susie, | mean, Laertes, we don’t even share too many scenes! Instead I’m mostly with... 


Berdly: Why, me of course! Ophelia is to be Hamlet’s betrothed, you know. 

Kris is nowhere to be found, as Noelle finds Berdly behind her. 

Noelle: You have uh, read the play right? 

Berdly: Of course, of course, their love is one that finds itself a tragic end. But indeed! It proves 
how deeply Ophelia cared for Hamlet, that his (supposed) madness sends her over as it does. If 
she truly became as mad as he, or perhaps feigned as he does, is it not so romantic that the 
two are as sane as one another? 

Noelle: Uh... Ophelia dies... 

Berdly: As does Hamlet, which is of course where the tragedy comes in the romance. 


Susie: Still looking forward to that. 


Berdly: Susie, Susie Susie Susie, | really do admire you, you know. Going out of your comfort 
zone as a brute and a fiend to take part in a dramatic production such as this. 


Susie: Actually Noelle’s dad made me... 


Berdly:..but when the time for our duel comes, | worry. Because I’m unsure if you will be able to 
keep up with my nimble feet! 


Noelle: | don’t think that’s how acting works... 
Susie: Whatever Noelle, let him talk. Don’t worry, I'll be sure to avenge your death. 
Noelle: T-Thanks... 


Rudy: That’s the goal here you see. Well, one of the goals. | want to use this play to try and 
bring out some emotions from my daughter. 


Rudy and Toriel watch the kids from the hall, coffee in hand. 

Toriel: And how is that? 

Rudy: You see, the play’s the thing. Susie needing to react to Noelle’s death, Noelle to Susie’s. | 
love my little girl, but, she isn’t a world class actor by any means. And don’t get me started on 
that friend of hers. 

Torriel sighs, eyeing her child, and taking another sip of her drink. 

Toriel: You could not have devised something simpler than this? Something more... direct? 
Rudy: C’mon, you have kids, you know how they are. 


Toriel nods. 


Rudy: Besides, | need to be really careful. Not just about how my daughter feels, but about how 
Susie does. 


Toriel: Is it carefulness, or indecisiveness? 


Rudy: Maybe a bit of both. 


Chapter 3: 


KING: And can you by no drift of conference Get from him why he 
puts on this confusion, Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 


With turbulent and dangerous lunacy? 


ROSENCRANTZ: He does confess he feels himself distracted, But 
from what cause he will by no means speak. 


GUILDENSTERN: Nor do we find him forward to be sounded, But with 
a crafty madness keeps aloof When we would bring him on to some 


confession Of his true state. 


GERTRUDE: Did he receive you well? 


GUILDENSTERN: Most like a gentleman. 


ROSENCRANTZ: But with much forcing... 


Bratty: Hey, that was my line! 

Catty: No way! That was mine! 

Batty: Look bitch, | don’t know who you think you are... 
Catty: What did you call me skank?!? Get thee to a nunnery! 
Bratty: Slut! 

Catty: Whore! 


Rudy: Enough! Both of you, go home! We’re done for the day, | want you both to think long and 
hard about how your behavior is affecting those around you. 


Bratty and Catty scoff in unison, as the two simultaneously walk past the stunned crowd. The 
cast and crew look at one another, wondering how they should proceed. 


Noelle: Oh man, people are really getting upset... 


Susie: It’s how much we’re seeing each other, like hell, | like most of these guys, but when you 
see them every day... 


Toriel: I’m afraid we haven't a choice, children. We put off trying for so long, and now, with little 
time left, we’re paying for our mistakes. 


Susie: Yeah... 

Not seeing much more to do, Susie, Noelle, and the rest of the cast leave, abandoning the 
director and crew. Kris watches as their friends leave the auditorium, sluggish and with hung 
heads. 


Catti: Must hurt... 


Kris looked to Catti, would haven’t raised her head from her phone but was talking to them 
nonetheless. 


Catti: They left you again. 
Kris shakes their head. 


Jockington: They’re not abandoning Catti, we just have to stay behind and clean up. That’s our 
job as a crew, and we kill it! 


Catti: ... whatever. 


With no further commotion, Kris and the fellow members of the stage crew all work towards 
packing up the set for tomorrow, while Rudy gets some bad news. 


Politics Bear: The mayor has decided Jack will be putting on a production for the town. 

Rudy: What? What about all the work we’ve been doing? 

Politics Bear: She says the two of you will be performing back to back, Jack first. 

Rudy: Goddamn it! First he’s going to set them up, give them high expectations, and then we 
perform... you know, it’s just because | showed him up in theater school, he hates my guts. But 
c'mon, can’t a deer get a break? 

Politics Bear: You know how her orders are, Rudy. 


Rudy: Yeah, more than most. Thanks Bear. 


Politics Bear takes his leave, and with him the eyes of the now finished crew. Rudy completed 
for a moment, before throwing their cup of coffee across the room. 


Rudy: Damn it! 


Shrugging their frozen co-crew, Kris approached the directors chair and placed an arm on 
Rudy’s shoulder. 


Rudy: Kid... you’re going to make me blush. 


Kris looks Rudy in the eye, something which many persons will describe as an uncomfortable 
experience. 


Rudy: | know, | know, I’m not going to quit Kris! We've all come too far for that kid. 
Rudy turns from Kris towards the larger crew. 


Rudy: And maybe | don’t say it enough, but you guys are the lifeblood of this production! If it 
wasn't for you guys, well, quite frankly | don’t think we’d be going anywhere. 


Catti momentarily looks up from her phone, either with a look of indifference or disgust. 

Rudy: | know we've been going slowly. That’s not you guys, that’s the cast. They’ve... Well, 
they’ve been trying their hardest. But, needless to say there have been kinks slowing down the 
process. Not you guys though, you guys are solid as rocks! So give yourselves a round of 
applause! 

At first there was no response to Rudy’s rousing speech. That was until Jockington attempted to 
clap, of course being unable to. So in his stead, Kris did, then Temmie, then Alphys, and soon 
the entire remaining gymnasium of backstage specialists were applauding themselves, leaving 
Jockington somewhat miffed. 

Jocking: | mean, | guess this is nice too. 


Him, Noelle, and Susie, who had been eavesdropping in on the affair from outside. 


Rudy: | mean every word, | truly do! 


Chapter 4: 
KING 


There’s matter in these sighs; these profound heaves 
You must translate; /’/tis fit we understand them. 
Where is your son? 

QUEEN 


[Bestow this place on us a little while.] 


"Rosencrantz and Guildenstern exit.’ 
Ah, mine own lord, what have I seen tonight! 


t, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 
QUEEN 


Mad as the sea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier. In his lawless fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir, 


Whips out his rapier, cries “A rat, a rat,” 


And in this brainish apprehension kills 
The unseen good old man. 
KING 


O heavy deed! 
It had been so with us, had we been ther 


His liberty is full of threats to all— 
To you yourself, to us, to everyone. 

Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answered? 
It will be laid to us, whose providence 


Should have kept short, restrained, and out of haunt 


Rudy: Scene! Pretty good everyone, but there are a few things we should go over. First, Toriel, | 
wonder if... 


Practice had been going smoothly for the past couple of days. Without much incident, and with 
even less delay the ragtime crew that Rudy had assembled for his dream was chugging along. It 


seemed as though they really might be able to perfect the performance before they were to 
perform. 


Rudy: That's all, you guys. Why doesn't everyone take five? 

Gertrude, Claudius, Catty and Bratty all stepped down from the stage to converse with the rest 
of the cast, while the stage crew chatted amongst themselves. Rudy reached for his coffee cup, 
it was empty again. But since he had no need to feign anger anymore, he pretended to drink it 
anyway before leaving for the staff room. Where Asgore would follow him. 


Asgore: Rudy, do you have a moment? 


Rudy: Of course buddy! Things are going so swimmingly, feels like | have all the time in the 
world. How goes it? 


Asgore: Good! That's good... 

Rudy: What is it Azzy? 

RUDY opens the door to the STAFFROOM, ASGORE locks it behind him. 
Asgore: Some people on the cast have been getting upset. 


Rudy pays Asgore's warning no particular heed as he pours himself a cup using the coffee 
machine. 


Rudy: Slow news day, huh? Guess it was silly of me to think the cast would straighten up for 
good all of a sudden. So who is it? 


Asgore: Er, everyone. It's because of that | think. 

Rudy: What? 

Asgore: Back talking. | mean, you back talking, at least that's what Susie and Noelle said. 
Rudy takes a scalding sip onto his cold tongue. 

Rudy: What did they say? 


Asgore: They said, they said that you complained about us to the crew. The two of them, they 
hid and listened. 


Rudy: That’s, c'mon! Am | wrong that this cast has been troublesome at times? 


Asgore: N-No... 

Rudy: And I've said it to their faces! Why is it suddenly a problem to say to their backs? 
Asgore: Y-Yeah, | guess you're right. 

Rudy sighs, placing his pretend-empty cup on the counter. 

Rudy: So unprofessional, you imagine if we acted like this in theater school? 


Rudy's own remark causes him to reminisce about his and Horatio's education at a prestigious 
dramatic academy, where the two truly became inseparable. 


Rudy: Yeah. Those were the days, back when we were young and single! | mean, uh, you know 
what | mean. 


Asgore: Good days, yes. Great days, when we were single, old friend. 


Rudy: Hey, I'm not that old! | mean, that's why | put this whole thing together! Recapture that 
magic for the next generation, don't pretend you don't feel the same, you- 


Rudy suddenly noticed that Asgore was crying. He had seen that same muffled sob a thousand 
times, heard his walling and whimpering, and had to bear the smell as it dried into his fur. 


Rudy: Seriously Azzy? That's why you wanted her to be Gertrude? You know how their 
relationship ends right? 


Asgore: I-I know, | just thought that, we'd be working so closely together... 


Rudy: And how has that gone? C'mon man, pull yourself together! It's been years now, go to 
church or something, confess, figure it out! Or at least pretend. 


Asgore leaves the room crying, Rudy unable to catch up to the mountain goat. 
Rudy: Asgore! | didn't mean it buddy, I, damn it! 


As Rudy stood there alone in the hallway, they couldn't help but feel that they weren't. That 
every nook and cranny contained eyes, the paintings ears, that the walls could smell his sweat. 


Rudy: Not in madness but mad in craft, not in madness but mad in craft... 


Act 5, Scene 1 

Enter '‘Gravedigger and Another.’ 
"GRAVEDIGGER | 

Is she to be buried in Christian burial, 


when she willfully seeks her own salvation? 
OTHER 


I tell thee she is. Therefore make her grave 


straight. The crowner hath sat on her and finds it 


5 
Christian burial. 
"GRAVEDIGGER | 
How can that be, unless she drowned 
herself in her own defense? 
OTHER 
Why, ’tis found so. 
"GRAVEDIGGER | 
It must be <se offendendo;> it cannot be 
10 
else. For here lies the point: if I drown myself 
wittingly, it argues an act, and an act hath three 
branches—it is to act, to do, to perform. <Argal,> she 
drowned herself wittingly. 
OTHER 
Nay, but hear you, goodman delver— 
"GRAVEDIGGER | 
15 


Give me leave. Here lies the water; 
good. Here stands the man; good. If the man go to 
this water and drown himself, it is (will he, nill he) 


he goes; mark you that. But if the water come to him 
and drown him, he drowns not himself. Argal, he 
20 


that is not guilty of his own death shortens not his 
own life. 
OTHER 


But is this law? 
"GRAVEDIGGER | 


Ay, marry, is ’t-crowner’s ‘quest law. 


p. 241 


Rudy: Think we've practiced this scene enough, how do you two feel? 
Gravedigger: Yeah we can move on. 
Other: We're good, got this locked down. 


Rudy: Great, great. Uhh... from “A pestilence on him for a mad rogue”, need to get that 
monologue down. Action! 


"GRAVEDIGGER ‘| 


A pestilence on him for a mad rogue! 


185 
He poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. 
This same skull, sir, was, sir, Yorick’s skull, the 
King’s jester. 
HAMLET 
This? 
"GRAVEDIGGER | 
B’en that. 
BERDLY 
, taking the skull’ 
190 


<Let me see.> Alas, poor 
Yorick! I knew him, Horatio—a fellow of infinite 


pa = 


jest, of most excellent fancy. He hath bore me on his 


back a thousand times, and now how abhorred in 


my imagination it is! My gorge rises at it. Here hung 


those lips that I have kissed I know not how oft. 
Where be your gibes now? your gambols? your 


p. 251 


songs? your flashes of merriment that were wont to 
set the table on a roar? Not one now to mock your 
own grinning? Quite chapfallen? Now get you to my 
200 


lady’s <chamber,> and tell her, let her paint an inch 
thick, to this favor she must come. Make her laugh 


at that.—Prithee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 


Rudy: Good! Or, good enough Berdly. 
Berdly: Why, the words sprang from me | tell you, sir director. 


Rudy: I’m sure. Uhhh... let's go to the funeral, “What is he whose grief?”. Get into positions 
everyone. Ehh, good, that looks good. Alright, action! 


HAMLET 


r 


' ai 
, advancing 


What is he whose grief 

Bears such an emphasis, whose phrase of sorrow 

Conjures the wand’ring stars and makes them stand 

270 

Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

SUSIE 

, coming out of the grave’ 

The devil take thy soul! 
HAMLET 


Thou pray’st not well. 
‘They grapple. 


I prithee take thy fingers from my throat, 

275 
For though I am not splenitive <and> rash, 
Yet have I in me something dangerous, 


Which let thy wisdom fear. Hold off thy hand. 


ASGORE 


Pluck them asunder. 
TORIEL 


Berdly! Berdly! 
ALL 


Gentlemen! 
HORATIO 


Good my lord, be quiet. 


HAMLET 


280 


"Hamlet and Susie are separated.’ 


Why, I will fight with him upon this theme 


Until my eyelids will 


no longer wag! 


TORIEL 


O my son, what theme? 
HAMLET 


285 


I loved Ophelia. Forty thousand brothers 


Could not with all 


their quantity of love 


Make up my sum. What 


t wilt thou do for her? 


Hamlet: Excellent! Alright, that was perfect, real emotions folks, that’s what | like to see! Cast, 
you can go home now, get some rest for tomorrow. Got a couple of words for the crew. We're 


going to kill this thing | tell ya! 


They exit. 


Act 5, Scene 2 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 


HAMLET 


So much for this, 


Sir. Now shall you see the other. 


You do remember all the circumstance? 


HORATIO 


Remember it, my lord! 


HAMLET 
Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
5 
That would not let me sleep. <«Methought> I lay 
Worse than the mutines in the <bilboes.> Rashly— 
And praised be rashness for it; let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometime serves us well 
When our deep plots do pall; and that should learn 
10 
us 
There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will— 
HORATIO 
That is most 
certain. 
HAMLET 
15 
Up from my cabin, 
My sea-gown scarfed about me, in the dark 
Groped I to find out them; had my desire, 
Fingered their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own room again, making so bold 
20 


(My fears forgetting manners) to unfold 


Their grand commission; where I found, Horatio, 


A royal knavery—an exact command, 


Larded with many several sorts of reasons 


Importing Denmark’s health and England’s too, 
25 
With—-ho!—such bugs and goblins in my life, 


That on the supervise, no leisure bated, 


No, not to stay the grinding of the ax, 
My head should be struck off. 


Laertes enters. 
LAERTES 
Fr ' or 
, advancing 
Screw this. 


HAMLET 


Laertes?! What the hell are you doing?? 


30 
LAERTES 
Good Hamlet! I do sincerely apologize for our scuffle. 
The loss of my sister, your bride to be, it pains us. 
This pain doth have brought us against one another, 
But we are brothers! 
So I come with a proposition. 
35 
HAMLET 
Pray tell, Laertes. 
LAERTES 
I suggest we do away with the pretending, 
For when one pretends bad blood merely festers 
And instead, channel our anger into good sport 
That of fencing, for your mother and Claudius 
40 


HAMLET 


IT, uh, accept. 
HORATIO 


My lord, is this truly wise? 


"Hamlet leans in and whispers to Horatio. 
HAMLET 
Like I have a choice! It’s either this, 


or the whole thing blows up! 
HORATIO 


Very well. Then let it be so...? 
45 
LAERTES 


Good! I shall await you in the hall of the king. 


Laertes exits 


HAMLET 


Yes, uh, good. Come Horatio. 


Hamlet and Horatio exit 


POLONIUS 


Alright, duel, go go go! 
JOCKINGTON 


What the?? Already?? 
CATTI 


They skipped ahead... on purpose... 
50 
JOCKINGTON 


Why would they do that??? 
CATTI 


To throw us off... 
“Reis holds. their head: Tow.” 
POLONIUS 


Whatever, we have to make it work. Move! 


"Stage crew moves props, sets, they miss some things 


Hamlet, Horatio, Laertes, King, 


HORATIO 


You will lose, my lord. 
HAMLET 


I do not think so. Since she went into France, 


have been in continual practice. I shall win at the 
odds; <but> thou wouldst not think how ill all’s here 


about my heart. But it is no matter. 
HORATIO 


Nay, good my lord— 
HAMLET 


It is but foolery, but it is such a kind of 


<gaingiving> as would perhaps trouble a woman. 


HORATIO 


If your mind dislike anything, obey it. I will 


I 


Queen enter 


55 


60 


forestall their repair hither and say you are not fit. 


HAMLET 


Not a whit. We defy augury. There is <a> 


special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be 


<now,> ‘tis not to come; if it be not to come, 
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now; if it be not now, yet it <will> come. The 
readiness is all. Since no man of aught he leaves 


knows, what is ’t to leave betimes? Let b 


KING 


65 


it will be 


Come, Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 
"He puts Laertes’ hand into Hamlet’s.' 


HAMLET 
, “EO: Meeries: 
70 
Give me your pardon, sir. I have done you wrong; 
LAERTES 


Shut up and draw, bootlicking bird brat! 
‘Lhaertes draws his blade for the rack.’ 
HAMLET 


Hey! 

"Hamlet draws, Laertes swings wildly. 
Ouch, ouch why are you hitting me? 
LAERTES 


Shut it! Take this! 
‘Lhaertes takes a heavy swing, it is blocked. 
Huh? 
75 
"It is the blade of Kris, moved in defense of Hamlet.’ 
HAMLET 


K-Kris? What is going on? 
LAERTES 


Out of the way, Kris! 
This knave hath infiltrated our home, 


and made a mockery of it! 
Conniving with the bastard king; murderer of brother 

80 
Leave! Or perish with him! 


"Kris did not leave, and so Susie swung at them too... 
HAMLET 


G-Good, uh, Kris, you come to mine aid 
In a fight that was to be mine 


IT am, uh, unsure why 


But then together we will fight? 
85 
"unchoreographed sticks swing against each other and flesh. 
KING 


What is going on? 
QUEEN 


I, I, uh, I know not my King! 
Please tell me I didn’t just call you “my king”... 


"She lifts the cup.’ 
KING 
Huh? 
QUEEN 
I need this more than Gertrude. 


90 
"She drinks.’ 
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LAERTES 


Damn stage crew! We knew you all traitors! 
JOCKINGTON 


Hey! Don’t be dissing the stage crew! 
CATTI 


At least we never got into a screaming match... 
GUILDENSTERN 


What did she say?! 
ROSENCRANTZ 


Hey! 


GUILDENSTERN 


Control your brat sis, bitch! 


ROSENCRANTZ 
What did you just call me? 
Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, Barnardo, 


GUILDENSTERN 


Why I oughta... 
BARNARDO 


Damn it Snowy! 
QUEEN 


Asgore.. <hic>, you dog! 
LAERTES 


Down with the stage crew! 
JOCKINGTON 


Down with the actors! 


ALL 


Treason, treason! 


95 


Francisco, Ophelia, enter. 


100 


"Chaos ensues, as people fight foe and friend. Stage crew pick 


up whatever they can find in the back, 


POLONIUS 


Stop everyone, stop! 


while the actors all draw 
blades from the rack.’ 


"Polonius shifts through the sea of clanging metal and plastic. 


POLONIUS 


Everybody, stop this 


Ophelia 


Father? 


RUDY 


Heaven make th fr 


105 


"Loose pipe hits Polonius. He falls.’ 


"Fighting stops, crowd watches Polonius.' 


of it. 


I follow thee.— 


am dead, Horatio. 


But let it be.—Horatio, 


Wretched qu 
You that look pale and 
That are but mutes or audience to 


Is strict in his arrest), O, 


tremble at 


Had I but time (as this fell sergeant, 


I am dead. 


Thou livest; report me and my cause aright 


To the unsatisfied. 
HORATIO 


Never believe it. 


I am more an antique Roman than a Dane. 


110 
n, adieu.— 
this chance, 
this act, 
Death, 
I could tell you-— 
115 
pa 275 
120 


Here’s yet some liquor left. 


RUDY 


As thou ’rt aman, 


Give me the cup. Let 
O God, Horatio, what 


Things standing thus 


"He picks up the Queen’s cup.’ 


go! By heaven, 


a wounded name, 


unknown, 


shall 


ll ha ’t. 


leave behind 


LA'S 


me! 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 
Absent thee from felicity awhile 


And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain 
To tell my story. 
A march afar off <and ‘shot’ within.» 


130 
What warlike noise is this? 
Enter Osric. 
OSRIC 
Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from Poland, 
To th’ ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 
RUDY 
O, I die, Horatio! 
135 
The potent poison quite o’ercrows my spirit. 
I cannot live to hear the news from England. 
But I do prophesy th’ election lights 
On Fortinbras; he has my dying voice. 
So tell him, with th’ occurrents, more and less, 
140 
Which have solicited-the rest is silence. 
KO, Oy, O, -O!> 
«Dies.» 


HORATIO 


Now cracks a noble heart. Good night, sweet prince, 


And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest. 
"March within.’ 


Why does the drum come hither? 


Enter Fortinbras with the ‘English’ Ambassadors <with 
Drum, Colors, and Attendants.» 


FORTINBRAS 


145 
Where is this sight? 
p. 276 
HORATIO 
What is it you would see? 
If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search. 
FORTINBRAS 
This quarry cries on havoc. O proud Death, 
What feast is toward in thine eternal cell 
150 
That thou so many princes at a shot 
So bloodily hast struck? 
AMBASSADOR 
The sight is dismal, 
And our affairs from England come too late. 
The ears are senseless that should give us hearing 
155 
To tell him his commandment is fulfilled, 
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead. 
Where should we have our thanks? 
HORATIO 
Not from his 
mouth, 
160 
Had it th’ ability of life to thank you. 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question, 
You from the Polack wars, and you from England, 
Are here arrived, give order that these bodies 
165 
High on a stage be placed to the view, 


And let me speak to <th’> yet unknowing world 


How these things came about. So shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts, 


Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters, 
170 
Of deaths put on by cunning and <forced> cause, 
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall’n on th’ inventors’ heads. All this can I 
Truly deliver. 
FORTINBRAS 
Let us haste to hear it 
175 
And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune. 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 
HORATIO 
Of that I shall have also cause to speak, 
p. 277 
180 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw <on)> 
more. 
But let this same be presently performed 
Even while men’s minds are wild, lest more 
mischance 
185 
On plots and errors happen. 
FORTINBRAS 
Let four captains 
Bear Rudy like a soldier to the stage, 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
To have proved most royal; and for his passage, 
190 


I am proud to present the prestigious, 
Gerson Boom award for dramatics. 

To Rudolph Holiday, 

And the cast and crew of this production. 


Go, bid the soldiers shoot. 
They exit, <«marching, after the which, a peal of 
ordnance are shot off.) 
HAMLET 


I can’t hear it. 


